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fog' and I grudge it being able to touch you and
envelop you in its embrace. And then I think:
' perhaps the same fog will blow over here, and will
have us both in the same grip '—and so I wander on,
quite drivelling.
I loved your last poem and letter. If you can think
of it, do bring Mrs. MeynelTs poem next visit. I am
burning with curiosity: I think I told you, but can't
be sure.
Please tell ' C	' not to publish any unpublished
poems of mine without asking me (through you).
Anything once published they can do what they like
with, but there are one or two I don't want published
yet awhile.
I was so glad to hear of K	the old darling.   I'm
sure he's a rebel in his heart. He's one of the people I
should really love to see. He and I were so very
sympathetic always. Tell him I was so glad to get a
message from him and give him my love. He always
feels like part of the family.
The greedy starlings are making such a row on the
window-ledge, fighting most rudely over the remains
of my dinner.
This morning a wedge-shaped flight of wild geese
flew over us as we were exercising, making their weird
cackling cry, and they brought me home at once. Do
you remember the wonderful monster, supposed to be
a cow, that Joss concocted, to stalk them from behind
or within, and how they fled shrieking for miles at the
sight, and how unapproachable they were for weeks
owing to the fright they got ? The Trojan horse was
nothing to that beast.
I have just been reading your letter again and can't
help wishing that I were Percy's cow or pig!
Who is the D ... at Harrington ? I can't read the
name, and where is Street ?

